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often so cut up by caravans as to make wheel traffic
quite impossible. The yemstchiks then diverge to
the right or left, where, though the going is not so
heavy, the numerous tree-stumps, watercourses,
felled logs, &c,, render it anything but safe. I often
wondered our tarantass did not come to pieces
altogether long before reaching Tomsk. JSTo Euro-
pean carriage would have stood the work twenty-
four hours. A triple telegraph wire runs the entire
length of the road, and is carried on eastwards from
Irkoutsk to ^Vladivostok, a town of about 2000
inhabitants, and the headquarters of the Russian
Naval Squadron in Siberian waters. There is no
telegraph direct to Pekin.

We dashed along gaily the first two stages out
of Irkoutsk, passing, a few versts out, the monastery
of St. Innocent, a huge stone building erected at the
cost of many million roubles by the gold-merchants
of the capital. This saint is supposed to protect
travellers, and none of the wealthier mine-owners
ever dream of taking a journey without first making
a substantial offering at his shrine. Such voyages
are necessarily frequent enough, and the sum total
at the end of the year is considerable. It was
almost like a glimpse of Italy or Southern France
to peep in through the open gateway, the priests
in their brown and white robes, strolling bareheaded
about the sunny, vine-clad gardens, and shady
cloisters. The tower at the eastern side of the
building, is lofty, and of graceful architecture, but
the fine effect is entirely spoilt by a large sham
clock, just beneath the steeple, its painted hands
pointing eternally to half-past twelve.* The